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PROMINENT SURGEON 
has said: “I would like 


Na] to put common-sense Cor- 


| 


| 


sets on every woman in 


this country.” 


YOU naughty little son of a gun, you! 


I APPEAL TO 
YOU 


THERE ARE HUNDREDS of innocent little children 
down in the poor districts of our cities who never have a 
chance to romp and play in God’s Great, Green, Outdoor 
world. 


I WANT TO ESTABLISH A 
SUMMER CAMP 


and give these children a taste of real life for at least two 
weeks each year. I want to take them out of the dirt 
and filth—away from evil associations, and let them 
breathe the pure, fresh, woodland air and live decently 
and get a taste of real life. 


Do you? 


If so, write me. 


Editor Wampus Cat 


LEESVILLE, LOUISIANA 
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Face to Face 


THE “HE-VIRGINS” OF MONROE 


[INCE the first issue of The 
; Wampus Cat I have published 
page after page of arguments 
: favoring the ex-soldiers and 
members of the American Le- 
gion. I love those boys—every 
one of them—and my sympathy 
is with them. I am willing to do 
anything in order to help them 
get a square deal at the hands of our glorious country 
which these boys so nobly defended in its hour of greatest 
peril. 

The boys haven’t been given a square deal. 

You know it—then, in the name of all the great bald- 
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headed prophets at once, why don’t you say so? Why 
don’t you write your Congressman and Senator at Wash- 
ington, and tell them that the ex-soldiers must come first? 
Why don’t you tell them that we might as well pay the 
soldiers a reasonable price for their time while fighting, 
hand to hand with a deadly enemy, as to pay the railroads 
billions of dollars for ruining the country, after it had 
been saved by the fighting men of America? . 

I have hundreds of sad letters from ex-soldiers and 
their. wives. Many of the boys who marched away to 
the tune of “Over There” and “It’s a Long Way to Berlin” 
are now riding freight trains and accepting food from 
back doors in order to exist until they can get.a job. Some 
of the faithful little women have been left with small 
children and they are working from early morn ’till late 
at night for the “handsome” sum of six to nine dollars 
per week. 

I am a friend to the ex-soldiers, and I want to see 
them get what is coming to them. 

I want this country to reward the men who offered 
their all—their lives—in order that we might continue 
as a nation and not as a German province. 

Gr 

I was very much surprised a few weeks ago to read 
an article in the Shreveport Times, signed by the post 
commander of the Monroe post, American Legion, in 
which the Legion severely condemned the Wampus Cat 
and described it as obscene and vulgar. 

From whence cometh all these he-virgins so suddenly? 

Where dids’t thee abide while the boys were gathered 
about the bunk-house stove, telling “the best one” of 
the day? 

I visited Monroe and found that the American Legion 
post there has something over two hundred members. 
There were less than twenty members present when the 
resolution condemning the Wampus Cat was passed, and 
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the Post Commander was not present at the meeting. 

Now, here is a matter that I wish to call to your atten- 
tion. A recent grand jury of Ouachita parish returned 
several bills charging “concubinage”, and the “women 
in the case” happened to be negro women and the men 
were white men. The proprietor of one of the leading 
cafes of Monroe was indicted on the charge of concubin- 
age. Now, gentle reader, “concubinage”, stripped of all 
its camaflouge simply means that two people are living 
together, with all the privileges of man and wife without 
the formality of a marriage license and the marriage vow. 

Did you see any long-winded resolutions from the 
Monroe post of the American Legion condemning con- 
cubinage and the citizens of Monroe and Ouachita parish 
for practicing concubinage with negro women? 

I didn’t, and I watched very closely. 

TIl tell you what I did see. _ 

I stood in the door of a cafe in Monroe with one of the 
local boys who knows every member of the American 
Legion at that place, and we counted twenty-three mem- 
bers of the American Legion in less than an hour, spend- 
ing money in the cafe, whose proprietor had been in- 
dicted-by the Ouachita parish grand jury on a charge of 
living in adultry with a common negro prostitute. 

If you really. want to do the right thing—you members 
of the American Legion at Monroe—why in the name of 
decency don’t you stand out boldly against this greatest 
of all evils, which strikes at the very 2 -root of our 
civilization ? 

TIl tell you why you don’t do it. 

It’s because you haven’t got the nerve, and you know it. 
It’s because the people concerned are local people of Mon- 
roe, and if you “talked too much” it “might hurt busi- 
ness.” 

You take a slap at the Wampus Cat, a magazine that 
has always been your friend. You publish long-winded 
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resolutions in the daily papers, parading your lily-white 
purity and then go on patronizing a man who is indicted 
by the grand jury on the charge of concubinage. 

Oh, Consistency—thou art a jewel that shineth forth 
like a sore toe in a tin wash pan. 

You are playing to the galleries—you members of the 
American Legion at Monroe, Louisiana—you are over- 
looking one of the greatest evils of modern times, and it 
exists right in your home town and your home parish. 

My sympathy is with you. You are misguided. That’s 
all. i 

ee he 
YEARLY SUBSCRIPTIONS 

Beginning with this issue we will accept yearly sub- 
scriptions for the Wampus Cat. This change was made 
necessary on account of the fanatical influence of a bunch 
of busy-bodies who have succeeded in having the authori- 
ties of certain towns forbid the sale of the Varmint on 
news stands. We will take your subscription, and guaran- 
tee delivery every month, if we have to charter an aero- 
plane to do it. / 

You may read the Wampus Cat if you want to, and no 
job lot of petty, would-be reformers can prevent it. 

The subscription price is $2.50 per year, carrying 
charges prepaid to any address in the United States. 

All news dealers are authorized to accept subscriptions, 
or you may send them direct to this office. 

If you like the “Varmint” and cannot get it from your 
local dealer, send in your subscription—we'll get it to you 
or burst a trace. R 

a 

Adv—Widow with large frontage wants to arrange 

with snow shoveler for coming winter. M., this office. 
a 

Modern young women who “roll their own” seldom do 

so in baby carriages. —Life. 
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A MID-SUMMER BRAIN STORM 


Across the moon-lit lawn she came to me. Like a 
wisp of white, she crossed the grass, scarcely seeming 
to touch the ground. She was not mine—could never be 
mine—but we loved; that was enough. My low call 
brought her to my arms, where she nestled with little 
sounds of love, as I pressed her to my heart. I could feel 
her little heart beating—beating, as if she was too hap- 
py, or too frightened. The rich man, in the great house 
beside my little cottage called her his—but she loved me, 
and came at my call. 

Silent we sat. I stroked her silken hair, and pressed 
her small form in my arms. The garden was still, only 
a flutter of wings, as if some small bird stirred in its nest 
among the leaves. Suddenly, a voice sounded. from the 
great house. Her small form stiffened in my arms, her 
heart beat fast, flutteringly. I tried to soothe her with 
loving words and caresses, but all in vain. zwike a flash 
she was gone, and I was alone. All alone, with only the 
sound of a rude male voice, next door, saying, “Kitty— 
Kitty—Drat that cat, she’s more bother than she’s 
worth.” 


ttt 


Forgive 

Your enemies if 
They are too big 
For you to whip. 


Don’t look 

Like an accident 
Going some place 
To happen. 
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THE UNFORGIVEN CRIME 
You have heard of crimes and sin, in this queer old world we’re in, 
But there is one that even God can’t overlook; 
It’s as dark and black as night, and no matter what it’s flight, 
God will find it out and stamp it in His book. 


The crime I mean is faithlessness to one who’s true to you; 

Decit and lies exchanged for love that is pure, good and true. 
A thing that even the devil hates, its so vile and dastardly, 

Still there’s.a few in God’s good world commit it willingly. 


The case I’m thinking of right now, is a girl whose name is Jean, 
Her heart and soul is black as h—, but to him these were unseen. 

His love for her was true and good, she made him think the same, 
By calling him her sweetheart, and playing a wicked game. 


For three long years he loved her, with a love thac was divine. 
No earthly thing could change him, she was his only shrine. 

One day his business called him away from his treasured love, 
But she told him not to worry, she’d be true as the stars above. 


So off he went light-hearted, away on his mission bent. 
He knew he must have money for she was extravagant. 

Each day she wrote loving letters, full of deceit and lies, 
While he sent all of his money to the one he idolized. 


He came back unexpected. Oh, God! what a terrible blow, 
No creature could suffer such agony, not dawn in the depths 
below. 
She had gone away with another and left him in cold blood, 
A sorrowful creature of pity, she had returned him evil for good. 


He hunted her place of hiding and went to bring her back, 
But found the love he thought so pure had turned so vile and 
blaek. i 
He almost had a breakdown, he nearly went insane. 
If she’d only written the truth to him he could have stood the 
pain. 


So this is the crime I speak of, and if you ever meet this man, 
Ask him, he’ll tell you the story; tell you more than I can. 
The lad’s name I speak of is “Billy,” he’s square as they make em. 
and clean, 
While the woman who’s worse than a vampire, goes by the name 
of Jean. 
—W. E. Gladstone. 
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BUT HE’S ON HIS WAY 

Uncle Tom arrived at the station with the goat he was 
to ship north, but the freight agent was having difficulty 
in billing him. 

“What’s this goat’s destination, Uncle?” he asked. 

“Suh?” 

“I say, what’s his destination? Where’s he going?” 

Uncle Tom searched carefully for the tag. A bit of 
frayed cord was all that remained. 

“Dat ornery goat!” he exploded wrathfully. “Yo” know, 
suh, dat iggorant goat done completely et up his destina- 
-tien.”—American Legion Weekly. 


bg 

It was thought for awhile Thursday afternoon, that 
Judge Hardi Hinton was poisoned by mistake. Dick Ellis 
was called to his bedside, and after looking him over, he 
darted out like a jay bird shot out of a hole. Presently he 
returned and said it was the same kind they had been sell- 
ing at the stills right along. 


tae 

The proofreader on a small Middle Western daily was a 
woman of great precision and extreme propriety. One 
day a reporter succeeded in getting into type an item 
about “Willie Brown, the boy who was burned in West 
End by.a live wire.” 

On the following day the reporter found on his desk a 
frigid note asking: “What is the west end of a boy ?” 

It took only an instant to reply: “The end the sun sets 
on, of course.” 

oe l 

Some prodigal sons have no fatted calf to come home 

to. The old man is broke. 
t t t 

A long face isn’t a signboard for morality any more 

than a long-tailed coat or a high-cut dress. 
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AS SHE THOUGHT 


“What is your little brother’s name, Elsie?” asked the 
kind old gentleman. 
“I don’t know, yet. We can’t understand a word he 
says.” 
ee ee 
Every time I go into a Greek restaurant after some 
doughnuts and they start the music machine gr‘nding, I 
wonder why. I am going to start a restaurant some day 
and get an octave of Wampus Cats, and vie their tails 
together and throw them aver the foot rai! in my res- 
taurant, when a customer comcs in. 
a fe op 
A girl that I knew, 
Wore a high-heeled shoe, 
And over her ears combed her hair. 
Her dress it was short, 
Both bottom and top, 
But she married a millionaire. 
ey 
A south Carolina mob went over into Georgia after 
some fellows, and the governor of Georgia is sore about it. 
Says they can do their own hanging in Georgia. 


raa 
ee E 
f 


| Said Eve l 
In the Garden of Eden: 
“A new suit 
Right badly I’m needin’ 
She turned 
Over a new leaf 
Which proved that she 
Had culture and breedin’.” 
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THANK YOU, PARD 


Philadelphia, Pa., Nov. 5, 1921. 
Editor Wampus Cat, Leesville, La. 

Dear Sir: I have.just finished reading your little maga- 
zine and I feel that I should congratulate you upon the 
success of the Wampus Cat. I deeply appreciate the 
pleasure of reading such truthful and red-blooded litera- 
ture. “Here’s to the Wampus Cat, long may it live; here’s 
my co-operation, ail I can give.” 

Speaking of these self ordained “pious lambs of the 
Lord”, I will say that I have the displeasure of know- 
ing several. One of these precious lambs will sit in church 
on Sunday, yell amen at every opportunity, and pray for 
the un-holy with a voice that reverberates through the 
church. After the evening services he will play poker and 
drink rum while the congregation is still thinking of the 
beautiful prayers he delivered. This mocker of God is the 
meanest skunk that ever called himself a man. He isa 
bootiegger and a black sheep, using the house of the Al- 
mighty as a cloak. 

I am glad to know there is one red-blooded magazine 
that takes pleasure in exposing these disciples of hell. 
Any intelligent person can easily see just why these “mor- 
al back-sliders” are endeavoring to suppress this maga- 
zine. 

In the near future I will send you some poems or 
stories which you may look over and if you can use them 
I will be glad to give them to you, as I want to help boost 
this little publication. 

Very cordially yours, 

MARTIN H. DOLBOW. 
fag tie Sail 

Bashful man to clerk in department store:—‘“I would 
like to see some silk hosiery.” 

Clerk: “For your wife—or something better?” 
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Mother O’ Mine 


If I were hanged on the highest hill, 
Mother o’ mine, Mother o’ mine, i 

I know whose love would follow me still, 
Mother o’ mine, Mother o’ mine. , 


If I were drowned in the deepest sea, 
Mother o’ mine, Mother o’ mine, 

I know whose tears would come down to me, 
Mother o’ mine, Mother o’ mine. 


If I were damned of body and soul, 
I know whose love would make me whole, 
Mother o’ mine, Mother o’ mine. 
—Rudyard Kipling. 


SSS ee 
I: 

Doris was radiant over a recent addition to the family, 
and rushed out of the house to tell the news to a passing 
neighbor. “Oh, you don’t know what we’ve got upstairs!” 

“What is it?” — í 

“It’s a new baby brother!” and she settled back upon 
her heels and folded her hands to watch the effect. 

“You don’t say so! Is he going to stay?” 

“I guess so,” very thoughtfully. “He’s got his fine 

oft. 99 
ttt 

Writing is not to be taught in the schools any more, if a 
scheme of typewriter makers goes through, and arithme- 
tic is left out because there are adding machines, and 
geography is-left out because no one knows what country 
is which, and reading is left out because the movies do 
not need it. 
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MAYBE THIS WILL HELP SOMEONE IN YOUR 
COMMUNITY 

Last winter the Temperance society out in one of our 
neighboring villages had a lecturer come to town for the 
purpose of demonstrating the evils of liquor. Before he 
began his talk to the crowded house the speaker said: 
“Now, folks, I wish to do a little demonstrating. I have 
here two glasses, one filled with water, the other with 
whiskey. Now watch me closely—I take these fish worms 
and place them in the glass of water; notice how happy 
they are swimming around. Now Lremove the little 
worms and place them in the glass of whiskey; you see 
they instantly die.” 

A gentleman in the audience asked: “Mister, what kind 
of whiskey is that?” 

The speaker replied, “They call it Old Taylor, sir. Why 
do you ask?” 

The man said, “Oh! nothin’ much, only I wanted to get 
some—I’m troubled with worms.” 


pe 
. What inducement has a young man to stay on the 
farm, and have his auto, saddle horse, and a pocket full of 
money, when he can go to town, work for $9 a week, and 
go to the picture shows. 
F 
This renouncing the devil while on your deathbed, is de- 
batable, as to being a good policy, when you may be head- 
ed his way. Better play policy and keep on friendly terms 
with him, if you’re going to shovel coal for all time. 


tet 
“Do you..need any typewriter supplies?” “Yes, send 
me two pounds of candy and a box of chewing gum.” 
tenet 
How many church members can repeat the ten com- 
. mandments? 
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BORN THAT WAY 


A young negro woman had a very unruly pickaniny on 
the street car who simply would not mind his mother. A 
white lady sitting close to her who had lost her patience 
with the child remarked to her companion: “Isn’t that 
child spoiled?” The negro woman heard her and answer- 
ed this way: “Deed, dat am not spoiled; all of my chilun 
smells like dat!” 


keg vic r 

“How did you get on with spelling?” Harry’s mother 
asked him, after his first day at school. “You look so 
pleased that I’m sure you did well.” 

“No’m, I couldn’t spell much of anything,” admitted 
Harry; “and I couldn’t remember the arithmetic very 
well, nor the geography.” 

The mother showed her disappointment, but Harry had 
consolation in reserve. 

“But that’s no matter, mother,” he said; “the boys all 
like me, and I’ve got the biggest feet in the class!” 


Poets 

“Did you deliver my message to Mr. Smith, Tommy?” 
asked the manager, of the new office boy. 

“No sir,” replied Tommy. “He was out and his office 
was locked up.” 

“Why didn’t you wait for him as I told you to do?” 

“There was a notice on the door, sir saying, ‘Return 
immediately,’ so I came back here as quickly as I could, 


ip” 
. 


sir 
oa 
One-piece bathing suits look fine—when they are worn 
outside your own family. i 
Tia 
Some women find out that they can make more “love 
knots” out of good cooking than they can out of baby rib- 
bon. 
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ONE ON THE DEACON 
One of our distinguished “amen brethren” was on the 
T. P. Limited on his way to Shreveport. Across the way 
he spied a “Damsel”, one of the kind commonly called 
a “Chicken.” The deacon wrote her a little note which 
read as follows: “For me to sin would be a rarity, but for 
you to sin would be for charity.” 
She replied: “For me to sin is not a rarity. But when I 
do sin I sin for cash and not for charity.” 
pod 
A young couple in Florida were married against the 
will of the girl’s parents, and to do so they had to leave 
her home town. Later in the afternoon of the day that 
she was missed at home, the father received a telegram 
as, follows: 
“We. were married in Jacksonville this morning. And 
going to Tampa with her tonight.” 
(Signed) “JACK.” 
ob 
What is a stomache really for—to hold up a petticoat 
or a pair of trousers, or to stuff things in you couldn’t 
grind in a sausage mill? 
T T T 
“I heard that you were engaged to a shimmy dancer.” 
“I was, but she shook me.” 


meee OU: 


When a fly 

Lights on your head 
You can’t tell 
Whether it’s sitting 
Or standing. 

It’s different 

With a bee. 
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f A Nameless Man J 


I am a nameless man. 

I am one of a thousand born out of we -.ock. 

The mother of these thousands are young girls, well ed- 
ucated women, decent, God-fearing women, mentally de- 
fective women, and women bred in the hot scums of hell. 

Every one of our mothers, hated. us, every -one of our 
mothers risked her life and the iife of her babe to save 
her from public shame. 


Every book of life has its pages of profit and loss. Ev- 
ery mother of a nameless child reads these pages with 
bitter lamentations. 

What are her profits? 

What has it profited her to listen to the sweetest song 
that was ever sung: “I love you! I love you! I love 
you!” 

What has it profited her to thrill under her lover’s kiss 
and the tantalizing touch of his magnetic hand? 

What has it profited her that she gave gold frankin- 
cense and myrrh for the transport of a moment? 

Her profits are etched on her memory in opalescent col- 
ors. 

_ But what do they profit her in the hour of tribulation? 

What of her losses? 

For a moment’s weakness she is spurned by hér mate. 

For a moment’s madness she lays the branding-iron on 
herself and her child. 

For a moment’s pleasure she warps the soul of her un- 
born babe. 

For a moment’s ecstacy she flays it with fire as it lies 
under her anguished heart. 

For a moment’s indulgence she calls a soul into con- 
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scious existence. 

Upon two crucified lives her losses are written in red. 

My mother sipped her joy from a carved cup of jade 
and a goblet of gold. To her, love was a gorgeous, exotic 
flower. To her the memory of that flaming moment may 
compensate her for the disgrace, the mental and physical — 
agony, the peril of childbirth and the strangling grip of a 
fatherless child. 

But what of me, born to be a nameless man? 

I was conceived in a moment of rapture. 

My soul is attuned to every ecstatic emotion. 

My mind is an aeolian harp. 

My brain is an electric battery. 

But my birthright is concentrated suffering. 

My sorrows prick me like thorns. 

I am like a stone cast from a burning heart of a vol- 
cano. 

I am like a winged steed on a granite ledge. 

I am without a name to offer the woman I love. 

I am without a name to give my children. 

I live in a land of lonliness and every passion my moth- 
er knew is mirrored in my mind. 

I am poisoned in spirit. As long as the breath is in my 
nostrils I shall lie upon the rack subject to every torment 
my imagination can invent. 

As a nameless man I have a yoke on my neck, shackles 
on my wrists. I live in a straight-jacket and am muz- 
zled and chained by fetters my mother has forged. 

Oh God, what a man suffers when he is legally linked to 
the most terrible word in the English language: “Bast- 
ard!” 

Asa nameless man I appeal to the women of the world 
—the young, the beautiful, the educated, the women of 
charm and of distinction, for these are:the women most 
coveted by men. I entreat you to stand as a high wall 
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around the weak, the oversexed, the vicious and the fee- 
ble-minded. Take free-love from their vocabulary. Teach 
them that license is not love; that laws are cobwebs when 
pasion is in conflict with decency; that this is the hour of 
the world’s peril; that nameless children are on the in- 
crease; that every child has a right to the protection of a 
father’s name; that for the sake of the nameless they 
must set up new standards and create a new world. 

Put into their hearts a terrible fear of the men they 
love. 

If a woman was assured of constancy, she could lay her 
head on her betrayer’s ʻa ‘eart and face the world. She 
could laugh at her father’s. rage, her mother’s broken 
heart, the dagger thrusts of society and the curses of her 
child. But she has sold herself for a mess of smoking 
pottage. The man for whom she sinned will push her over 
the precipice. She will be the target of the lascivious. 
Her name will be passed down the line and the pitiful 
story of her surrender will be a filthy rag in the minds of 
men. This is the terrible pri¢e paid by women. 

Maternity is never in the scheme of her strange new 
experience. Yet motherhood is inevitable. It was ordain- 
ed by God Almighty to thus perpetuate the race. The 
commands of the Most High must be obeyed. Therefore 
she must either kill or keep alive. 

Nothing can save her from becoming a mother or mur- 
derer. 

l i 

Will the appalling evil of illegitimacy ever be curbed? 

Will the pendulum ever swing back to the womanly vir- 
tue of the Puritans? l 

Yes, when immorality again becomes shameful.. 

This curse of the world will never be regulated by 
legislation or public condemnation ; or by birth, environ- 
ment or education. 

All man-made restrictions are futile when a woman is 
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caught in the rip-tide of passion. When temptations 
come from within and without, restrictions. have no 
more power than a puff of smoke. In the name of God, 
how can an undisciplined woman be true to traditions 
when her flesh aches and her body clamors and all that 
is human is crying, “I want! I want! I want!” 

Is there any power on earth that can save her? 

Yes, she can generate that power with her own soul. 

It is the fusing of self-control and the lifelong habit 
of self-restraint. In childhood she is taught to control her 
temper and her tongue. But never is a word of the hide- 
ous hour when she must withstand the goad of insistent 
nature and the whip of desire that stings her like the 
lash of a scorpion tail. 

Any woman can be taught to walk through the fires of 
hell if she has been taught never to do anything for 
which she will be sorry or ashamed. If she has been the 
core of her father’s heart and he has warned her as men 
warn men of deadly danger; if her mother has taught 
her that she is just as human at heart as the woman in 
the market place; that te path to the pit leads through _ 
the innocent kiss and the ardent embrace; that her slogan 
must be hands off, however much she craves the kiss and 
the caress; that she must so live that she can look, un- 
afraid and unashamed into the eyes of any man. 

When schools teach the sanctity of fatherhood and 
motherhood; when parents teach their sons and daugh- 
ters the superfacts of life; when men and women are in 
deadly fear of the consequences of license; when lovers 
love each other so unselfishly that they would lay a red 
hot iron on each other’s flesh rather than mar the beau- 
ty and dignty of love—then, and not until then will there 
be an end of the terrible grist of nameless babes. , 

In the name of the thousands of nameless men and wo- 
men, I entreat the new generation to blot out the crime 
of illegitimacy.—Selected. 


18 
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SHIMMIE SALLIE 
There was a girl in our town 
And she could dance by Jimminy, 
She tangoed, trotted and camel-walked 
And next she learned to shimmie. — 


To shimmie was her chief delight 
She was a sprightly gal 

She shimmied morning, noon and ni ht 
Folks called her “Shimmie Sal.” 


Sal went to church one Sunday morn, 
Dressed in the latest style, 

And when the organ pealed its tune 
Sal shimmied down the aisle. 


Said Sal, “Pll reach the golden stair, 
Pll be right with the many, 

But, Gee, you bet, when I get there 
I sure am going to shimmie.” 


“TIl show those angels how to dance, 
Now don’t begin to giggle, 
And while they do some tiresome prance 
PN do the wicked wiggle.” 
—L. A. Croswell. 
ia) 


Whenever I hear a man talking about the character of 
a woman I wonder how he came to know so muck about 


it. 


aa 


z CERN 
Headline: 
Manicure 
Owns $1,200 Ruby— 
That’s what we call 
Holding hands 
To some purpose. 


aa oo 
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PERHAPS IT WOULD GROW 


“Oh,” exclaimed the sweet young thing, as she caught 
sight of a little dog with a tail perhaps an inch long, 
“what a cute little doggy. But what’s the matter with 
him? Didn’t he ever have any tail?” 

“No,” replied the dog’s hard-boiled owner, “but he’s 
just a pup.” 

ed a ea 
A TESTIMONIAL 
Dear Dr.: 

I have been in bed with three doctors for the last four 
years and’none of them did me any good until I took a 
bottle of your medicine. 

Gratefully yours, 

MRS. 
io 

Here is a letter-from a small cotton planter of North - 
Carolina to a fertilizer shipper, which will fittingly 
express the spirit of the times: 

“I received your letter bout the money what I owes 
you. Now, be pachent. I ain’t fergot you. As soon as 
folks pay me, IIl pay you. If this was Judgment Day and 


you no more prepared to meet your God than I am to meet 
your account, you A ae to hell.” 


Where there’s an overwhelming desire for a new bonnet 
or a new frock, did you ever hear of a woman objecting 
to the second breath of home-made hootch? 

ti t 

That was some big city chap who saw a windmill on a 
farm and complimented the farmer for having such a big 
electric fan to cool his farm house with. 

i ttt 

The hardest task of a loyal wife is to repress that un- 
conscious look of astonishment, when you praise her hus- 
band for his genial disposition or brilliant wit. 
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Persian Kitty Re-Vamped 


This Persian Kitty, perfumed and fair, 
Didn’t_go out on the porch for air; 

But she saw that Tom Cat taking a stroll 
And she laid a plan to get his roll. 


For she saw he was a country swell 
Who would fall for any tale she’d tell, 
And, while acting so sweet and innocent, 
She was full of guile and devilment. 


Then she led him along to a quiet spot 

Where they bring it along at a dollar a “Bot” 
And, while she spent his hard earned tin, 
She stole his watch and diamond pin. 


And, when she had him as clean as a bone 

She sneaked off with her lover and left him alone, 
Hungry and footsore, to trod the way 

Back to the farm and the new mown hay. 


tet) y 

In a small town all permits for shows were secured 
from the Town Sergeant and recently a number of rank 
performances had been pulled off, so that the citizens 
were criticising this gentleman and he was getting very 
careful. A showman applied for permission to stage a 
minstrel and promised a perfectly clean show. The old 
fellow refused the permit, at first, but later granted it 
under the condition that he was to have a front seat, and 
by raising his hand at any time in objection the show 
would stop. a 

When the first curtain went up, two black face boys_ 
came out and one of them asked, “Rastus, what is the 
best thing in the world ?” l 

The old fellow in the front row jumped up and shouted, 
“If you answer that question I will have to close the 
show !” 
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Black Joe--1921 


Gone are the days 
When our hearts were young and gay; 
Gone are our friends 
From the Sunday school away; 
Gone from this land, 
To a better place I know, 
I hear them now from Cuba calling, 
Dear Old Crow! 


NoE 
‘es 

Position Wanted—By gink who can do impersona- 
tions, play a horn in the Band, edit a newspaper, teach 
school, yodle, do all the dances, make a good life-saver 
on a Florida beach, but is not strong enough to do hard 
work. Truck driving, confining clerical work, or long 
hours not desired. Address, Lovey Boy, this office. P. S. 
Will go anywhere except to Russia. — 


EF 

A Salvation revival was in full swing—the Captain has 
issued a call for those who wished to be saved and a 
beautiful damsel steps forward and says: 

“Captain, I drank three quarts of wine last night. Did 
I do wrong?” 

The Captain responded: 

“Can’t you remember, Sister, can’t you remember ?” 


I used to have the darndest fue when walking with a 
lady, and changing sides at a corner, to keep from step 
ping on her dress. I used to have— 

al 

I was in a Greek “Shinemup” parlor the other day 
while a half dozen of them were talking sausage, and I 
asked one what language that was and he said “Irish.” 
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| SOME SPORT! . 


He blew himself for an auto, 
Took his wife out for a run, 

He punctured all four tires at once, 
Bill: $40.91. 


He paid that first bill gladly, 
Then started out once more. 
Stopped too quick and stripped his gears, 
Bill: $20.84. 


Next he left his wife at home, 
And took out his soul mate. 

His carburator sprung a He 
Bill: $30.48. 


She had to have a little lunch, 
With wine beneath the tree, 

They lost their way and other things, 
Bill: $16.63. 


Next day he killed a neighbor’s cow 
And hurt a boy aged ’leven. 

A gasoline man called that day. 
Bill: $15.57.. 


His cash was gone, no food to eat, 
And still this young sport cried, 
Ill put a mortgage on the house, 
And take just one ae ride. 
“What is it a woman does sitting down, a man does 
standing up, a dog does on three legs?” 
Ans.—Shake hands. 
ttt 
One of our rough-neck friends was kicked in the head 
by a jackass, and this is what his folks had cut in the 
tombstone: “Well done my good and faithful servant.” 
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BUGHOUSE POETRY 
When I asked her to wed, “Go to Father,” she said; 
And she knew that I knew that her father was dead. 
She knew that I knew what a life he had led; 
So she knew that I knew what she meant when she said, 
“Go to father.” Ro 


Little Eva: “Mother, what is a bookworm?” 

Mother: “One who collects books and puts them every- 
where and all over.” 

Among the guests next evening was Miss Sparks, 
wearing many rings. Little Eva, very observant, sudden- 
ly cried out: “Look at Miss Sparks, mother, she must be 
a ringworm!” 

D 

“Willie,” asked the pretty teacher, “what is the plural 
of man?” 

“Men,” answered the small pupil. 

“And the plural of child?” 

“Twins.” f 

ere. 

Johnnie: “Mamma, our governess can see in the dark.” 

Mamma: “How do you know that?” 

Johnnie: “Last night, out in the hall, I heard her tell 
Daddy that he hadn’t shaved.” 

re 

A man loves a woman first reverently, then tenderly, 
then comfortably—and last, dutifully. 

tti 


AR a \ 


A girl needn’t be afraid 
To go out with a boy 
Who has 

An engagement ring 

In his voice. 


Nhe eet ate ie ae IN ne rere oe 
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| Pen Picture of The Wampus Cat 


He is a bold creature of nerve and grit, with a coun- 
tenance not wholly good to look upon. He makes you 
think that on his journey through life, he has come in 
direct contact with “Miss Half-Ripe-Persimmon”, and she 
has left her mark of bitterness with him against the 
world and its contents. | 

While he hands to the world words of truth and hon- 
esty, criticism and scorn in the vilest form, yet he is a 
real “HE MAN”, unafraid. While he “repels” he “com- 
pels” the world to laugh. Yet does he laugh with us? His 
expression does not lead us to think so. Perhaps he is a 
man of more than six feet, with a wonderful physic, yet 
he asks no one to bow to him, and his countenance invites 
no one to stroke his fur and call him “Pal,,. 

Yet somewhere in this wonderful human body, there 
is a spark of love and sympathy for little children that 
spells a great many things. He is thinking of those that 
the world is too busy to remember, and here is hoping 
that his scheme in that line of work will be of the greatest 
gticcess. I can read between the lines of his witticisms 
and scorn and, though the exterior is burly and brusque, 
underneath there is a heart of shining gold, which for 
some reason, best known to himself, he wishes to conceal. 

Is he not a wonderful cat that howls to the world 
words of truth and honesty? Would our world not he a 
better place in which to live, if we had more cats like 
him? 

_ With a merry Christmas to you, Mr. Wampus Cat, and 
may you laugh, laugh, laugh, as you make the world 
- laugh, for I am sure you would not crack the enamel of 
your face. Try, anyway. 

By— A WOMAN. 
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BETRAYED 


Mother: Come, Bobbie, don’t be a little savage; kiss the 
lady. 
Bobbie: No, she’s a naughty lady. If I kiss her she may 
give me a slap just as she did to papa. 
—Ft. Worth Star-Telegram. 
geet oa: 


A moon 
The steps, 
A pretty miss, 
A man with arms so strong. 
An upward glance, 
A fatal kiss— 
Another good man gone wrong. 


y, T fF 
“I am so sorry I did not hear your lecture,” gushed 
Miss Vedato to the visiting scientist. “You spoke on sun 
spots, did you not?” 
The scientist admitted that he had spoken on solar 
chemistry, including sun spots. 
“I would have been so interested,” continued Miss Ve- 
dado, “I have been a martyr to freckles all my life.” 
| | a a 
“I said something to my wife last week she didn’t like 
and she wouldn’t speak to me for three days.” 
“Say, old man, can you remember what it was you 
said ?” 


—Orange Owl. 


eo 4 


ITN 


A town 

May be famous for 
Its beautiful women 
But the iceman 
Knows better. 
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l A Diary With a Tale | 


Oct. 3—Advertisement for girl stenographer____$ 1.30 


‘Oct. 5—Violets for new stenographer__________ - 60 
Oct. 14—Lunch with Miss Underwood_________- © 575 
. Oct. 16—Miss Underwood’s salary------------- 30.00 
Oct. 16—Candy for wife and children over Sunday .60 
Oct. 18—Bon Bons for Daisy___________-______- 6.00 
Oct 19— Daisy 6 salary an a ee aL 50.00 
Oct. 24—Theatre and supper at Del's with Daisy 17.95 
Oct. 25—Sealskin coat for wifè---------------- 225.00 
Oct. 27—Advertisement for man stenographer__ 1.30 
et 


“Who is the mysterious stranger?” 
“Some kind of investigator.” l 
“Working for the government ?” 
“I doubt it. He keeps pretty busy.” 
Pono a 
“Is Gladys doing any literary work now?” 
“Why Gladys has outgrown that sort of thing! She 
will be: fourteen soon.” 
a 
“Patient, isn’t he?” 
“Very. I think he could even teach his own wife to 
drive the car without losing his temper.” 
E E ee | 
“My, but Jones’ wife is bow-legged.” 
“Well, he didn’t have a chance to see what he was get- 
ting like the chaps of today.” 
oe ae ; 
“Oh, the monotony of this place! I fear that before the 
day’s oer it wil drive me wild!” 
“May I come around this evening?” 
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See a a o a 
“So you’ve been to Paris again, Mrs. Newly-rich ?” 
“Yes; we can’t keep away from dear Paris. Indeed, my 
daughter says we are regular Parasites.” 
| a | 
“I had to fire that patent-leather haired clerk.” 
“Why ?” 
“A red-headed man came in and asked for hair-oil—” 
“Ves” 
“And that boob gave him a bottle of russet shoe pol- 
ish.” 
| to 
Mr. Slow calle on girl): “You seem. rather—er— 
distant this evening.” 
Girl: “Well, your chair isn’t nailed to the floor, i is it? 9? 
PE 
Judge: “Prisoner, do you confess your guilt?” 
Prisoner: “No! The words of my counsel have convinc- 
ed me of my innocence.” 
aes 
“That woman has a blot of paint on the end of her 
nose.” 
“Well?” 
“Shall we tell her about it?” 
“Better not. It may be the latest style.” 
a 
A Chicago woman shopping in the loop. was heard to 
ask a clerk: “Have you a pair of shoes suitable for this 
boy ?” 
“Yes, certainly, 
haps ?” 
“No, indeed,” was the response. “He is my own son, 
born right here in Chicago.” 
7 op : 
One of our congressmen wants a law passed that will 
compel every lady to have her name and age stenciled on 
her back. Oh, Boy! 


99 


was the reply. “French kid, per- 
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A woman may be proud of a highbrow husband, but it’s 
rather hard to be married to a man who remembers the 
dates of all the battles in history, but forgets the date of 
his wedding anniversary and never knows when it’s din- 
ner time. 

ft -# 
“Just a song at twilight”, 
So runs the sweet old song. 
But Lord help the cats in my backyard 
If they keep it up for long. 
To g 

When our city fellows get to be forty, they begin to 
talk about dieting, massages and goat glands and every- 
body offers them the rocking chair when they come in 
the parlor. 

trr f 

A western evangelist makes a practice of painting 
Bible and religious quotations on fences and rocks along 
the public highways. On one big flat rock he painted these 
words: 

“What will you do when you die?” 

An advertising gazabo came along and painted un- 
derneath that question: -_ 

“Use Delta,Oil. Good for Burns.” 

l E 

These days only church members and sick people can 

take a drink—legally. | 
Nort 

My! But there are a lot of people dabbling in second 

hand matrimony these times. 
| oa 

Babies are so scarce that all the safety pin factories are 

making roll top stockings. 
ae eee 

It’s a great country—you get fined if you go wrong and 

taxed if you succeed. 
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“They say Edison is working on a machine that will en- 
able us to talk with the departed.” 
“I suppose the proper call will be Heaven-ho! instead 
of Hell-o!” 
Py 
“Hey, Mom, I’ve took my bath—you can come up and 
lookit the water.” 
oe 
Mother: “You had better not have another piece of 
chicken. You must leave room for the cake.” 
Nancy: “Oh, the chicken can move over a little.” 
feast act 
Teacher: “In what part of the Bible is it taught that a 
man should have only one wife?” 
Little Boy: “I guess it’s the part that says that no 
man can serve more than one master.” 
T si 
I tried to kiss her near the old mill, 
One starry summer’s nite, 


She shook her head and sweetly gold 
“No, not by a dam site.” 


“If you will make the boy eu his hair long, I at least 
insist on giving him boxing lessons.” 
“Why so?” 
“A kid with long hair has got to know how to fight.” 
ieee 
Bringing a flower to the dead is all right if you bring 
flour and vegetables to the living. 


tit 


Hell must be in a cold place, or they’d not have to keep 
the fires burning all the time. 
An 
Mary had a litte lamp, 
It was well trained, no doubt, 


For every time a fellow called 
The little lamp went out. 
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CUTTING OUT THE WASTE 


If General Dawes, as head of the federal budget, can 
inaugurate a system whereby the extravagant waste will 
be eliminated, he will have performed a great and signal 
service to his country. 


“Governmental waste” is a household expression from 
ocean to ocean and from Canada to the gulf. It sig- 
nifies a lack of organization, inefficiency, and a spirit of 
don’t care. It is time to eliminate the three. 


The burdens of taxation are heavy enough when even 
legitimate expenses are met, without adding the millions 
and milions that are squandered through lack of good 
judgment and business acumen. 


General Dawes is by no means a new broom, but we 
are rather of the opinion that he will nevertheless make 
a clean sweep. 


pa 
THE SHOOTING OF DAN McSTEW 


A bunch of the boys was whooping t up 
At the old Red-eye saloon 
And the guy at the pianola box 
Was dishing a jazz-time tune. 
Up at the free lunch counter 
Stood the ravenous Dan McStew, 
And watching him eat without buying a drink 
Was the bartender, known as Lou. 


Were you ever out in the great Alone 
Without even a glass of beer, 

And the icy mountains hemmed you in 
With a hem you could almost hear? 

Gosh! How he looks ag he rolls up his sleeves, 
The bartender, known as Lou. 


I ducked my head as the gin-mill shook 
And two men hit the floor— 

A night owl hooted as one was booted 
Clean out the open door; 

Flat on his nose in the*Arctic snows 
Slid the ravenous Dan McStew, 

And behind the bar, without even a scar, 
Stood the bartender, known as Lou. 


January, 1922. THE WAMPUS CAT 31 


JUST WIND 


TALKED with the president of a large manufactur- 
I ing concern whose business has been somewhat 

upset by the rapid decline for the demand of his 
commodity and the prevailing money stringency. He 
sought not the cellar as many others do! Not by a jugful! 
He called his sales manager in and said: “Ed, the wind 
is out of our sails just now but it is out of everybody’s 
‘sales.’ You remember the story of the general in the 
civil war who was scared almost to death and wanted to 
retreat because his ammunition was wet after a deluge 
of rain, and Johnston or Lee (I have forgotten all but the 
point) allayed his fears by laconically asking, ‘Don’t you 
‘think the enemy’s ammunition is just as wet as ours?’ 
Well, while they’re drying their ammunition we'll do 
some scouting. I’m with you. Don’t take a man off the 
road. If anything, let some of these likely youngsters 
here in the office hit the trail. Work them like thunder. 
Don’t quarrel with them if they don’t sell a dollar’s worth 
a week. Have them see the people and talk to them. 
Just keep in touch with the trade. Every other manufac- 
turer will take his men out of the field and our efforts 
will be worth twice as much. Go to it—the company will 
back you up. They’re working on this basis. When we 
wake up and wade out of this temporary slough of de- 
spondency this factory will have goods all ready to ship 
in a Puriy and will scarcely have felt the present de- 
pression.” 


Pe 
“Who was it saw the handwriting on the wall, Bobby?” 
“The landlord.” 


Tee ot 


Speculation too often leads to peculation. 
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LISTEN 

Listen, daughter! Your mother tells me that the honey 
boy who has been festooning the landscape hereabouts 
for the past month has retreated to a position previously 
selected.. In other words, he has gone and got himself 
another baby. l 

Well, don’t cry. There’s no reason, and besides it 
washes off the powder. l 

Honey boy spent about four bits a week on you. Every 
time he called he cleaned out the refrigerator. Your moth- 
er will see that your brothers do this in the future. He 
kept you up late at nights. He took possession of the 
most comfortable -recker in the living room. When you 
look at that rocker in the future it will not not bring a 
pang to see it empty, for it will be full of Father. Your 
ma and the rest of us stood by you through teething, 
colic, measles, croup and the whooping cough, and we’ll 
see you through this if we have to take turns spanking 
you. 

Take your eyes off the moon, daughter, and look at the 
dust all around you. 

ttt 


SUPPLY EXHAUSTED 
There were a number of ladies visiting Mrs. Up-Start, 
and she was very anxious that her little girl, Helen, 
should appear to the best advantage. Helen had been 
very nice that afternoon, and was serving the guests 
with water. She had given them all water except Mrs. 
Fluff, and her mother reminded her to bring Mrs. Fluff 
a glass of water. Helen went out and stayed for sever- 
al minutes. Upon returning she said: “Muvver de water 
is all gone, and I tain’t reach de chain.” 
on 
It is best to throw the mantle of charity over the mis- 
takes of your’ neighbor. You may need a circus tent to 
cover your own. 


The SHORT STORY 
CONTEST 


Sloe! sjenner Lei Tee 


2S ESS 


1123 


—Entered the Contest, and we ares wam ped with 
manuscripts. The editorial staff is working almost night 
and day, and the judges in this contest think they will 
reach a decision in time to announce the winners in the 
February number. 


—ALL WHO WIN A PRIZE WILL BE NOTIFIED 
BY WIRE JUST AS SOON AS THE JUDGES AWARD 
THE PRIZES. 
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We will accept 


Subscriptions 
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BEGINNING WITH THIS, the January issue of The 
Wampus Cat, we will accept yearly subscriptions at $2.50 
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per year, transportation charges prepaid. 


—SEND MONEY ORDER OR CERTIFIED CHECK for 
the above amount and we will deliver the “Varmint” 
to you anywhere in the United States, for twelve months. 


—ALL NEWS DEALERS WHO SELL THE WAMPUS 


CAT are authorized to accept your subscription. 


—DO NOT PAY ANY MONEY TO TRAVELING SO- 
LICITORS, unless they show official card, bearing the 
Black Wampus Cat picture and signed by 
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Belmont L. Shields 
Editor Wampus Cat 
LEESVILLE, LOUISIANA 
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